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  Chapter one
The Suggestion


Rebecca Wilson lay on her back with the familiar wedge pillow propped beneath her hips, knees bent just enough to tilt her pelvis upward. The bedroom was quiet except for the low hum of the ceiling fan and the soft, mechanical rhythm of Ansel moving between her legs. His thrusts were careful, almost clinical, timed to the ovulation tracker on her phone. Day fourteen. Peak fertility window. Again. 
She stared at the ceiling, hazel eyes tracing the same crack in the plaster she had memorized over the last two years. Her full breasts rose and fell with each of his measured strokes, nipples barely tightened. There was no fire tonight. No desperate hands gripping her waist, no filthy words growled against her neck. Just the wet sounds of dutiful coupling and the faint creak of their marital bed.
Inside her, she felt the familiar ache of hope curdling into something heavier. Her body was ready. She could feel it in the way her hips seemed to widen slightly during these fertile days, the way her pale skin flushed warmer between her thighs, the subtle throb deep in her core that wanted to be claimed, filled, bred. But Ansel’s release, when it finally came, was quiet and brief. A few pulses, a muffled groan, and then stillness.
He stayed inside her for the required twenty minutes, as the fertility forums demanded. Neither of them spoke. Rebecca’s chestnut hair fanned across the pillow, damp at the temples from effort that had nothing to do with pleasure. When Ansel finally withdrew, she felt the trickle of him leak out despite the pillow’s angle. Another wasted attempt.
“That should do it,” he whispered, rolling off her and reaching for the tissue box on the nightstand. His voice carried the same forced optimism he used at every doctor’s appointment. Kind. Gentle. Completely inadequate.
Rebecca closed her eyes. The shame sat heavy in her chest, the same shame that had been growing for months. At thirty-two she was healthy, curvaceous in all the ways men were supposed to desire. Her breasts were full and soft, her waist dipped invitingly before flaring into hips that looked made for carrying children. Yet here they were. Two years of timed intercourse, hormone injections, temperature charts, and sterile clinic rooms that had turned their marriage into a science project.
Ansel cleaned himself and then gently wiped between her legs with a warm cloth. The gesture was tender, but it only made the emptiness sharper. This wasn’t how she had imagined trying to make a baby. She wanted to be taken. She wanted to feel possessed, wanted the kind of raw need that left her shaking and leaking for hours afterward. Instead she felt like a petri dish.
“Becky,” Ansel said softly, using the nickname that always made her heart squeeze. He settled beside her, average frame curled against her side. His kind face looked tired in the lamplight. “Talk to me. What are you thinking?”
She swallowed. “The same thing I always think. That my body is doing everything it’s supposed to do. And still…” Her voice cracked. She hated how fragile she sounded. “It’s been eighteen months since the last negative test. The doctors say your count is low but not impossible. Yet here we are. Again.”
Ansel was silent for a long moment. His fingers traced idle circles on her bare shoulder. She could feel him gathering courage, the way he did before every difficult conversation. The tension in his gentle demeanor was new tonight. Different.
“I’ve been thinking about something,” he began. His voice was hesitant, almost trembling. “Something different. Not another clinic. Not more injections orIUIs that cost thousands and leave you crying in the car.”
Rebecca turned her head to look at him. His cheeks were flushed. Not with embarrassment exactly. Something deeper. “What do you mean, different?”
He sat up slowly, reaching for his laptop on the nightstand. The sheet fell away from his pale chest. “I’ve been doing research. A lot of it. Private forums. Medical studies on sperm motility and genetic viability. Natural insemination instead of clinical donation.” He opened the laptop, the blue glow lighting his face. “There are men out there… men with proven, exceptional fertility. Men who have successfully impregnated multiple partners naturally.”
Rebecca’s stomach tightened. She pulled the sheet up over her breasts, suddenly aware of how exposed she felt. “You’re talking about a sperm donor. We looked at that six months ago. The catalogs, the profiles. It felt so cold, Ansel. Like ordering takeout for a baby.”
“Not like that.” His fingers moved over the trackpad. “Not a clinic. Not a syringe. A real man. Someone who would… do it the natural way. During your fertile window. Timed sessions. Maximum chance of conception.”
She stared at him. The words hung between them like smoke. Natural way. The implication settled over her skin like a forbidden touch. “You want another man to fuck me?” The crude word felt shocking in their quiet bedroom, but it was the only honest one.
Ansel’s breath hitched. His eyes flicked away, then back. There was shame there, yes. But something else too. A spark of something darker that made her pulse jump despite herself. “I want us to have a baby, Becky. I want it so badly I can’t sleep. And I’m starting to accept that my body… that I can’t give that to you. Not the way you need.”
Rebecca sat up, the pillow wedge tilting beneath her. She could still feel his inadequate seed slowly leaking from her. The contrast between his hesitant words and the primal need she felt low in her belly made her dizzy. “This isn’t something you just suggest after mediocre sex, Ansel. You’re asking me to let another man inside me. To let him come where you just did. To breed me.”
The word slipped out unbidden. Breed. It sounded filthy. Animal. Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t take it back. She watched her husband’s face closely. His breathing had changed. Shallower. The kind face she had loved for eight years looked tormented with arousal and guilt.
“I know how it sounds,” he said, voice low. “But I’ve been reading. There are couples who do this. Successfully. The right donor can have sperm counts three times higher than average. Better motility. Some studies even suggest hybrid vigor when the genetics are… significantly different.” His eyes met hers. “Black donors, specifically. The data is compelling.”
Rebecca felt heat flood her face. She should have been outraged. Instead a treacherous curl of curiosity stirred low in her abdomen, right where her womb still felt soft and open. “Black donors,” she repeated slowly. The words felt heavy on her tongue. Dangerous. “You’ve really been researching this. How long?”
“Months.” He turned the laptop toward her. The screen showed a folder filled with carefully organized profiles. Each had photos, medical reports, testimonials. All of them Black men. Tall. Muscular. Virile. “I didn’t want to bring it up until I was sure. Until I found someone who seemed… right.”
She should have closed the laptop. Should have told him this was insane, that their marriage couldn’t survive it. Instead she found herself looking. The first profile showed a man built like a linebacker, thick cock outlined in gray sweatpants. The caption read: “Three successful natural pregnancies in the last two years. All healthy births. Extremely potent.”
Her nipples tightened against the sheet. She hated her body for reacting.
“Ansel… this is crazy,” she whispered. But her voice lacked conviction. “I love you. I married you. We’re supposed to make a baby together. Not… not like this.”
He reached out and brushed a strand of chestnut hair from her face. His touch was gentle, the same touch that had comforted her through so many negative tests. “I know. And I love you more than anything. That’s why I’m suggesting this. Because I see how much this is hurting you. How mechanical it’s become between us. I see the way your body responds during ovulation, how you glow, how your hips seem to open up like they’re begging for something I can’t give you.”
Rebecca’s breath caught. He had noticed. Of course he had. The way she got wetter, needier during these windows. The way she sometimes touched herself after he fell asleep, imagining stronger hands, a thicker cock, a man who would pin her down and flood her until she overflowed.
“Who did you find?” she asked before she could stop herself. The curiosity was winning. Her resistance was crumbling under the weight of two years of disappointment and the secret, shameful fantasies she had never admitted to anyone.
Ansel clicked on a file. The profile filled the screen.
Jamal Gibbs. Twenty-eight. Six-foot-five. Personal trainer. The photo showed him shirtless in a gym, dark skin gleaming with sweat, heavy muscles carved like stone. Broad shoulders, thick arms, a ridged abdomen that led down to a prominent bulge even in loose shorts. His face was handsome in a commanding way, intense dark eyes staring straight into the camera like he could see through the lens. The medical summary was staggering. Sperm count in the top one percent. Motility exceptional. Multiple documented natural conceptions.
“He’s local,” Ansel said quietly. “Works at the upscale gym downtown. Specializes in body composition and performance. The forums say he’s… careful about who he helps. Discreet. But very thorough. He understands the breeding aspect. The rituals some couples need to maximize success.”
Rebecca couldn’t look away from the photo. Jamal’s powerful physique made Ansel look small beside her in their bed. The contrast sent a shameful thrill through her core. She imagined those large dark hands on her pale hips, that heavy bulge pressing against her, stretching her in ways Ansel never could.
“This is insane,” she breathed, even as her thighs pressed together beneath the sheet. “You want me to let this man fuck me? To come inside me while you… what? Wait in the car?”
Ansel’s voice dropped lower, trembling with that strange mix of shame and excitement. “I’d be there. If you wanted. Some couples have the husband present. To help. To hold you in position after. To make sure every drop stays where it needs to be.”
Rebecca’s hazel eyes widened. The image flashed through her mind unbidden: her legs held open by her own husband while this towering Black man emptied himself into her womb. Her pussy clenched hard at the thought. Guilt followed immediately, sharp and hot.
“Ansel, I don’t know if I can do this,” she said. But her resistance was softening, turning into something else. Curiosity. A desperate, aching curiosity. “What if it changes us? What if I… like it too much?”
He closed the laptop but left it on the bed between them. His hand found hers, squeezing gently. “Then we deal with it. Together. But at least we’ll have tried everything. At least we’ll know we did what it took to give you, to give us, the baby we both want so badly.”
Silence stretched between them. Rebecca could hear her own heartbeat. She thought of all the negative tests, the way she cried in the bathroom where Ansel couldn’t see. She thought of her body, ripe and fertile and wasting away month after month. Then she looked again at the closed laptop, at the man whose profile waited inside it.
Jamal Gibbs. His name alone sent a strange shiver down her spine.
“If we do this,” she said slowly, “it has to be clinical at first. Just for conception. No emotions. No complications. We set boundaries. We schedule it around my cycle. And if it doesn’t work after a few tries, we stop.”
Ansel nodded, hope lighting his kind face. “Of course. Whatever you need.”
Rebecca picked up her phone from the nightstand. Her fingers felt numb as she opened a new message. She looked at her husband one last time, searching his eyes for any sign that this was a mistake. All she saw was love, desperation, and that dark undercurrent of arousal he was trying to hide.
Her thumbs moved across the screen.
Hi Jamal. My husband and I found your profile. We’re interested in discussing a possible arrangement. We’re serious about conception and have been trying for a long time. Would you be open to a meeting?
She hovered over the send button. Her heart hammered against her ribs. The fertile ache between her legs seemed to pulse in time with it. Two years of mechanical sex had led to this moment. This impossible, filthy, hopeful suggestion.
Rebecca closed her eyes and pressed send.
The message whooshed into the digital void. There was no taking it back now. She set the phone down and looked at Ansel, her breath shaky.
“It’s done,” she whispered. “I messaged him.”
Her husband leaned in and kissed her forehead, his gentle demeanor trembling with emotions neither of them could fully name yet. Outside, the world continued on, unaware that their careful, childless marriage had just taken its first step into something primal. Something irreversible.
Rebecca lay back against the pillows, the wedge still elevating her hips, and wondered how long it would take
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